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the guilty look of one engaged in the dreary
business of getting through life without living.
The business is called Killing Time, and I
think the hotel lounges of Europe and America
have seen more of this kind of moral murder
than any other enclosed places.
These lounges make a strong appeal to those
living in cramped villas on cramped incomes.
They are in the topographical centre of things.
They are spacious and lofty. They are furnished
like a private drawing-room imagined by a
film-producer. They give to tired people a re-
flection of the world which they taste vicariously
in novels and in movies: a Monte Carlo world
which, in their view, is Life. They appease a
modern appetite. They give colour and move-
ment, and a tonic sense of affluence and ease,
to millions who have never before had a share
of them, and this reacts pleasantly upon the
general social tenor and outlook.
In Victorian days, when places were built
for the use of the people, nobody thought of
making them gorgeous replicas of palaces. As
little as possible was spent on them, and the
promoters went on wondering why they failed.
Then some bright spirit came along with the
idea of building the kind of place that had
formerly been built for the well-to-do, and of
making the same charges that were made in the
old dingy places. I can hear the comments of